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Why should the follies, then, of this dull age

Draw from thy pen such an immodest rage,

As seems to blast thy (else-immortal) bays,                 25

When thine own tongue proclaims thy itch of praise ?

Such thirst will argue drouth.   No, let be hurl'd

Upon thy works by the detracting world

What malice can suggest: let the rout say,

The running sands that,, ere thou make a play.,             30

Count the slow minutes, might a Goodwin frame,

To swallow when th' hast done thy shipwrack'd name.

Let them the dear expense of oil upbraid,

Suck'd by thy watchful lamp, that hath betrayed

To theft the blood of martyr'd authors, spilt                35

Into thy ink, whilst thou growest pale with guilt.

Repine not at the taper's thrifty waste,

That sleeks thy terser poems; nor is haste

Praise, but excuse; and if thou overcome

A knotty writer, bring the booty home;                       40

Nor think it theft, if the rich spoils so torn

From conquer'd authors be as trophies worn.

Let others glut on the extorted praise

Of vulgar breath; trust thou to after days:

Thy labour5 d works shall live, when Time devours        45

Th' abortive offspring of their hasty hours.

Thou art not of their rank, the quarrel lies

Within thine own verge: then let this suffice,

The wiser world doth greater thee confess

Than all men else, than thyself only less.                      50

AN HYMENEAL DIALOGUE

BRIDE  AND  GROOM

Groom. Tell me, my love, since Hymen ti'd
The holy knot, hast thou not felt
A new-infused spirit slide

Into thy breast, whilst thine did melt?

Bride.   First tell me, sweet, whose words were those ?

For though your voice the air did break,
Yet did my soul the sense compose,

And through your lips my heart did speak.